smacked of generations of good education. As Frau
Gropius* consulting hours did not begin until three
o'clock, Helene was able to fill in the time by walking
the considerable distance to her house. ^She arrived at a
little villa, a housemaid pressed a numbered metal disc
into her hand; the waiting-room was already full of
women, sitting against the walls, poring over newspapers,
staring out of the window. It was still raining. A damp
air arose from their clothes, and their faces looked yellow
in the gloomy afternoon light. A cloud of dumb and
resigned female patience lay over the room. At first
each woman kept to herself. Then there were whispered
questions and stories. Chairs were drawn closer and
opinions and experiences exchanged. Helene Willfiier
learned more in that waiting-room than in many a lecture
on chemistry. Women, women of all ages, all classes,
were crowded together there and talked of their own
speciality—suffering. Suffering of every sort was
represented there, from the complaints of anaemic girls
to the torments of the ageing woman troubled by a
malignant growth. A childless woman sat beside another
whose physique was being impaired by too many child-
births. The troubles of adolescence met here with the
troubles of the climacteric. Young girls were there, with
faces betraying their concealed anxiety, like Helene her-
self ; and tired women, poor in blood, unfit for child-
bearing. And a queen among them, beaming, happy and
unshapely, was a young working woman heavy witH
child, very near to her first convenient, of which she
spoke delightedly, as of a great event.
All of us sisters, thought Helene Willfiier, realising in a
sudden flood of feeling that she belonged to them—and
it seemed almost as though the relief of tears might soon
come to her. But she fled from this weakening to the
severe realms of chemistry. She thought of something
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